210               OUT OF MY COFFIN
lived in Brussels, and although he often came to
Paris, it generally happened that I was not there
at the same time. And so we never met.
On one of my trips, London-Paris, as I got into
the train at Calais, I struggled in vain to close one
of the windows before I sat down.   The only other
passenger in my compartment was a man.    On
seeing  my   difficulty   he   immediately   rose,   and
very politely asked me to allow him to do it.   We
soon entered into conversation and by the time
the train had reached Amiens we had become quite
confidential.    He was a good-looking middle-aged
man,  and obviously a man of culture who had
travelled a lot.   In talking of one thing and another,
he told me he had some friends who were very
anxious for him to marry again, and they had in
their eye a very charming widow whom they knew
very well.   He also told me that he did not feel
inclined to marry again, and that he had a very
deep attachment in his life, of which he had never
told his friends because he considered his private
life only concerned himself.   Eagerly I replied that
I was entirely of his opinion.   I then added that I
too   had   some  well-meaning   friends  who   never
ceased urging me to marry again, and to a friend of
theirs.
We sympathised with each other about the
interference of friends, and we went on to talk of
other subjects,
By the time we arrived in Paris at the Gare du
Nord we might have known each other for a long
time, but . . . strange as it may seem, neither of us
had exchanged names.
Mr. and Mrs. " Z/' knowing that I was arriving,